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GROVE and CLOWN. 
A Ludicrous TALE on the TIMES. 


L 
N times more rational than Now, 
If Esor's Legends we allow, 
And ſure the Man was wiſe ; 
When Birds and Beaſts, as We, could prate, 
Stones, Stocks, and Trees inanimate, 
As we prate Truth, with Lies. 


II. 
Then was it, that a goodly ſhow 
Of every woody kind that grow, 
Their Boughs promiſcuous wove : 
Umbrageous Branches wide extend 
Their Guardian Sylvans to defend, 
And Oak the King o' th' Grove. 
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III. 
By Streams encircled, ſafe they thrive, 
While thick, the growing Scions ſtrive 
To emulate their Shade : 
It happen'd then a ſturdy Clown, 
For Vice far more than Goodneſs known, 
Their envied Stores ſurvey d. 


IV. 
Survey'd, and with malicious Toil, 
What not poſſeſs' d of, to deſpoil, 
On deſp' rate Ruin bent; 
Vet their compacted Strength in View, 
Open Attempt, all vain, he knew, 
Reſolv d to circumvent. | 


| V. 
| But how get in ?—aboye his Reach 
f The leafy Fence, —Oh! for a Breach: 
And ah! a Breach he found. 
High on the Weſt Part of the Grove, 
The Branches wrangling ſeem'd to move, 
And wrangling ſeem d to ſound. 
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VI. 
This ſeen and heard, the wily Lout, 
With prickt up Ears, what they're about 
Determin'd ſtrait to find ; 
But firſt to aid his wicked Will, 


As none want weapons to do Ill, 


To Ill, if they're inclin'd. 


VII. 
So He—when Miſchief muſt be done, 
For his foul Hatchet always run; 
His Hatchet foul, tho' keen, 
By a bad Maſter much abus'd, 
Alone in dirty Drudg'ry us'd, 
Which ſome would have kept clean, 


VIII. 

Thus arm'd—with haſty Strides he hies, 
The wiſh'd-for Cavity eſpies, 

And ready Entrance finds : 
There, as he ſquints his Eyes around, 
Strange Vacancies of Trees he found, 

Trees too, of noble Kinds. 
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IX. 
Some from their Places turn d away, 
Others took Pet, and would not ſtay, 
And thoſe that did fell out. 
1 All this, to him, was rare good Fun: 
i | It that's the Caſe, my Work's half done, 
Says to himſelf the Lout. 


Sv £3 


X. | 
Then, to ſome Trees ſelected, goes, 
A Patriot's high Concernment ſhows 
| At this their evil Plight. 
. Begs they would frankly let him know 
From whence thoſe Grievances ſhould flow, 
Thus Oak and Grove to fright. 


XI. | 
That Grove !—his own peculiar Care, 
The ſmalleſt Twig to him ſo dear, 
He'd with his Blood defend; 

i. And tho' not honour d in high Place, 
=. Yet begs they'd ſhew him ſo much Grace,, | 
42 To uſe him as their. Friend. 

| Unanimous 
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XII. 
Unanimous they lik'd the Man, 
Accept his proffer d Aid, and then 
Each one abus d his Neighbour: 
State Faults retort from this to that, 
Some were worn out, ſome ſpent their State, 
Whilſt others reap their Labour. 


XIII. 
Quoth he, among yourſelves agree, 
From whence your wrongs proceed, I ſee, 
And long have mark d it too. 
On that tall ſaucy Fir there, look 
How cloſe He's rooted to the Oak, 
High tow'ring over you. 


XIV. 

He intercepts each precious Show'r 
Which from his royal Branches pour, 

E'er lower Ground they reach. 
Then ſtrait leave off your ſquabbling Clack, 
Combin'd, the fav'rite Tree attack, 

Lo, I the Way will teach. 
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Hel—not a Native of this Soil, 
Shall he alone engroſs the Spoil, 
While we for Acorns ſtarve ? 
No! pleaſe old Nick, we'll all have ſome, 


Or may @ Priſon be my Doom, 
Myſelf the Way will carve. 


3 | 
Yes—rather than it ſha'nt be done, 
I undertake the Taſk alone, 
So dear's to me my Grove; 
Yet, e er this Buſineſs I purſue, 
I have a ſmall Requeſt to you, 
My honour'd Trees, to move. 


XVII. 

The fatal Hatchet then diſplay'd: 
Obſerve, my Friends, this truſty Blade, 

This Blade muſt work your Weal; | 

4 But ſee—the Handle I am poor, | 

1 1 "Tis worn — repair it from your Store, 
L | I'll at L—d Fir pell-mell. a: 1-6. 
J E 5 This 


The GROVE and CLOWN; 11 


This granted was with joint Conſent, - 

With full Commiſſion forth he went, 

What ſuited beſt to chuſe; . 

When after long he'd ſearch'd the Wood, 

Pitch'd on an Aſh, tough, ſmooth, and good, 
Adapted for his Uſe. 


XIX. 
The Handle to the Hatchet fixt, 
In all Aſſemblies he was mixt 
Of Trees, or high or low, 
And to them ſuch quaint Paſtimes ſhow d, 
As ſo bewitch'd the laughing Crowd, 
They from their Wits did go. 


XX. 5 

New merry Ballads firſt he ſung, 
So loud throughout the Wood they rung, 

And ev'ry Twig ſet madding;. © 
Some that high Scandal tun'd his Voice, 
Others, becauſe they lik'd:a Noiſe, 

All after him ran gadding 1 1 
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XXII... 
And more to pleaſe the motley Crew, 
Such rare Devices he'd to ſnew, 
. As tickled ev ry Trout: 
5 On Trees he fixt on Aſſes Ears, 
| | On this a Tail, that Furr of Bears, 
| | On one a Fox's Snout. 
| XXII. 1 
Now Thiſtles would among them ſtrow, 
: = Then SawNE v's Boot and Bonnet throw, 
Souſe next a ſqueaking Fiddle; 
1 Bagpipes, aud Bearns in pladdy Clouts, 
4 Geud Haſty Pudding made of Grouts, 
| Poor Bearns, for them to piddle. 
* . XXII. 
£ In ſhort, ſuch merry Tricks he had, 
; As never yet Jack-pudding play d 
. | At Country Wake or Fair: 
h A And when of one Sport weary grown, 


Strait to another led them on, 
Nov there was none to fear. 
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For not long, injur d Trees, ſaid he, 
To ſport or ſpeak will you be free, 
That haughty Firs a Spy; 
Your Rights and Privileges wrong, 


Then bids you hoid your ſaucy — 
But that, by Jova, won t I. 


XXW III 
For my dear Thicket yet I'll talk, 
Nay, tell, myſelf, the princely Oak, 
This Blade ſhall maul his Fir. | 
Yes; I, your manly Friend, behold, | 
Will pluck from forth the royal Fold 
His ſtickfaſt, ſpunging Burr. 


XXVE | 
Strait, in promiſcuous Throngs, upriſe 
Shrubs of all Sorts from higheſt Size, 
To Furz-Buſh down and Bramble; 
Theſe he lik'd well, ſtill kept in Call, 
To ſcratch and bite as well as bawl, 
Whilſt after him they ſcramble. / 
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XXVII. 
Never was Grove led ſuch a Dance, Sat 
Since Oarhzus Fiddle, by ſad Chance, 
Was broke in drunken 8quabble. 
Some Trees of Note, Shame to their Grove, 
Where they had noble Chaplets wove, bot bid nad 
Then threw them to a Rabble. 


XXVIII. 
Now all —lead on, brave Hatchet-Man, 


Lead on We follow—ran, tan, tan: 


To Liberty away: 

We will be free We will be PIN 

The Hatchet-Man and Liberty, 
Huzza! ye Trees, Hua! 


XXIX. 
Our Rights He'll guard, and let us play, 


To him we _ —_—— | e702 ilg % ad; 
N Und Sinn of 


Live ever, Hatchet-Man! 
Freedom to Ven ee 5 a] 
A Down with Fir, \etiflaving/Firg © 

So roaring to't they ran, (202 fd 739): 11:49 
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So foul beſpatter'd, pull'd, and hackt, 
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And never, ſure, was Tree fo thwackt, 


Since Trees began to grow, 


Protected yet by royal Shade, 
The Hatchet could not reach the Head, 


Tho levell'd there each Blow. 


XXXI. + 
And if he did deſerve that Fate, 
As you, ſtout Hatchet-Man, relate, 
Muſt you act Judge and Jury? 
Suppoſe one Tree is faulty known, 
Muſt a whole Grove be overthrown 
By you and your Mob's Fury ? 


XXXII. 
If bad, or in his Schemes miſtaken; 
Vourſell and Schemes not much to crack on, 
For all your Fuſs and Clang—Man. 
Illegally it He oppreſs, 
You'd more illegally redrefs: 
So worſe than Thief is Hangman, 
a 12 b 
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XXXIII. 
This ſaid, ſome honeſt Trees a- part. 
Who'd the Groveꝰs real Good at Heart. 
Without this plaguy Clatte r. 
And ſome that were among the Rut A 
Began, at laſt, to ſmell him out. 
And wiſh'd an End o th' Matter. 


XXXIV. 
Then to their valiant Champion call d, 
Enough, brave Man, the Fir you ve maul'd, 
From hence your Hatchet take. 


Not yet, my Friends,  reply'd the Clown, 


Now your Jobb's done, my Jobb comes an, 
My Fortune's yet to make. 


XXXV. 
To Work then goes, hacks, tramples, wounds, 
With Stroke on Stroke the Grove rebounds, 
Nor One Tree ſaſely ſtood. 


Then all too late find, none but Fools \ 
Would arm, then truſt in edged Tools, 
Sworn Enemies to Wood. " 
. My 
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XXXVI. 
My Tale now done; an Interence, 
W. I hope, all thoſe of common Senſe 
Will find without a Candle. 
nd all ye Great, ye Good, and Wile, 
min King and Country's Peace you prize, 
From Hatchet take the Handle. 


A bad Man's Wit, be this a Rule, 

Is nothing more than Miſchief's Tool; 
And ſuch, before you bribe for Aid, 
Survey the Hatchet and my Shade. 


8 


1 1 N 1 6 


